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but though the distance was negligible and her speed was be-
yond the power of any ordinary girl, she experienced for that
brief epoch—for nothing is less of an absolute than time—some
of the most radiant and exultant moments in her whole life.
Light-winged butterflies—but since neither at the convent
nor in the Circus had Wizzie learnt any natural history, their
names were nothing to her—fluttered against her face. Tiny
little moths of various shades of pallid brown appeared and dis-
appeared under her very fingers.
There was a scent in her nostrils as of grass upon which the
sun had been shining so long that from every particular blade
above the ground and from every rooty fibre beneath the ground
something of the earth's most intimate sweat seemed to evapor-
ate in the hot amorous air. She derived a curious sensual
pleasure, every time she stooped in her ascent, from contact
with the sun-warmed grass; and once or twice, as she bent
down, she actually dug her nails into the thick-growing, honey-
sweet turf. "I want to be myself," she thought as she scrambled
up the slope with that hay-sweet scent in her nostrils, "I don't
want to belong to either of them!"
But in the play of her limbs as she climbed she found it im-
possible not to yield more and more to that dangerous magnetic
pull of Uryen's personality. "I may have a funny face," she
thought, "but I am beautiful to-day."
Her appearance, hot and breathing hard after her rapid
climb, but charmingly flushed and radiant, produced an electric
effect upon the four persons seated on the top of the ridge.
Thuella jumped up at once. "We were waiting for you, my
dear," she cried. "We thought you and D. might be totally
lost! But sit down and rest yourself. We'll wait for D. here.
Uryen has to go on now, to see what's happening at the excava-
tions; but when he's found out how things are over there
he'll come back and tell us. What are you doing, Father?"
This last remark was addressed to Teucer Wye who was trying
to catch a languid butterfly in his thin fingers.
"I'm going with Mr, Quirm," the professor brought out,
letting the butterfly escape. "Won't you come too, Cask ?"
"Hadn't we better wait for No-man?" said Claudius with
no sign of rising.
But Teucer Wye scrambled up at once and laid his hand on
his shoulder. "Come along, Cask," he said, "They can follow

